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Vou. LXXII. 


Fun Week -by Week. 


By THE Party ON THE SPOT. 


Wednesday.—Saw a case in the paper of a man casually meeting 
a ladies’ maid and quickly improving his acquaintance with 
her to the tune of a hundred pound loan, How is it I never meet 
an innocent of this sort ? And how do you work such a gold mine 
when you come across it? Fortune! Fortune! Give us a 
chance |! 





UNFAIR. 


Oh, Fortune, I have courted thee 
For years o’er hill and dale, 

I’ve travelled over land and sea, 
I’ve served thee tooth-and-nail. 

How comes it, then, thou fickle jade! 
That I have never found 

That unsuspecting ladies’ maid 
Who’s “ saved a hundred pound ”’ ? 


Free of this sorrowful thought, took the Khedive to Charing Cross 
en route for Dover and Switzerland, looked in at the inspection of 
the Duke of York’s School boys, ran down to Harrow for the 
speeches, helped them to present the Colonial sword of honour to 
Sir George White at the St. Stephen’s Club, had an hour or 
two at Henley, dined with the archbishops and bishops at the 
Mansion House; also at the -Hotel .Cecil with Lord Wolseley, Sir 
Henry’ Campbell-Bannerman, Mr, Choate, and an Independence 
Day crowd. 


Thursday.—Took the Duchess of York down to Addlestone on 4a 
visit to the Princess Mary Home there. Helped Princess Beatrice 
to distribute badges to Queen’s Jubilee nurses, and then took her 
along to the People’s Palace Flower Show. Pretty idea, a ‘‘ Bee”’ 
among the flowers. 


TO BEE (OR NOT TO BEE), 


To scent and grace the slum and court, 
And give dull lives variety, 

All honour to the People’s Hort- 
Icultural Society; 

And please, will busy Royalty 
Excuse this quip of ours— 

“ Tt stirs up all our loyalty, 
A Bee among the flow’rs? ” 


Friday.—Attended the Queen’s levée at St. James’s Palace, and the 
war féte at East Sheen. Lively shindy in the French Chamber, 
M. Lasies in great form; enjoyed it very much. Spent theafternoon 
at Henley; some rattling finals. Hard lines on Howell to lose the 
sculls, but he was clearly off colour. 


—— 
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N oricE.— T he Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. - No contributions can be returned 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 





HONOURS DIVIDED, 
Howell’s held the cup— 
Held it for a bit—- 
Hammerde coming up 
Looked extremely fit ; 
Though the former plies 
Steady pluck and skill, 
Hammerde got the prize— 
Howell’s got a spill. 


Saturday.—Got down to Bisley early and saw things in trim for 
the meeting, Went down and had a long and lovely time among 
the roses at the Crystal Palace. Helped General Trotter to inspect 
the new contingent of the C.I.V.’s *‘ ordered South” and attended 
Her Most Gracious at the private investiture. Went to Mdme. 
Loubet’s garden party, saw the Oxford and Cambridge cricket 
match (and stumps) drawn, and witnessed Americans beating our 
fellows at the A.A.A. meeting. ‘ 

THE YOUNG ’UNS. 
With jockies on every course, 
Athletes at the A.A.A.C. 
The ‘* Yangees”’ are coming in force 
And beating us, ‘ friendly and free,”’ 
Before better men we must fall, 
I’m not sitting here to condemn, 
If we’re to be beaten at all 
We want to be beaten by them. 


Monday.—Started the Princess safely off to Southampton to 
smile on wounded soldiers, took the Duke and Duchess of York 
down to Bognor to inaugurate the Princess Mary Memorial Home 
of Rest for Working Women and the Victorian Convalescent Home 
for Surrey Women (who perhaps don’t work), 

Tuesday.—Went to the music hall sports at Tulse Hill—good 
fun! Off to Vienna to Princess Marie of Cumberland’s wedding. 
Lunched with the Boer delegates in France—Dutch and French 
knew not each other’s language, and had to converse in our hated 
tongue! Dined with the Associated Board of the Royal Academy 
and College of Music—having indulged in a visit to the Musical 
Instruments Exhibition at the Crystal Palace in the afternoon, Not 
much of a musician myself (but can eat a dinner with anybody !) 

SOUND AND SENSE. 

My musical skill is “ to find ”’— 

} hope it won’t cause any scandal 
But the musical turn of my mind 

Is to make it by turning a handle. 
To twangle or tootle in pride, 

Or scrape with a weapon one poises, 
The world appears fairly supplied 


With means for harmonious noises. 
Tut SPoTTER. 
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Best c Livell ig SS ee e 
“ILL BLOWS THE WIND THAT PROFITS NOBODY.” 
Brown. -*' Good stiff breeze down here, eh, Jones?” 2 
Jones.“ Yes, splendid place. My wife’s caught such a cold since we’ve been here; she can’t speak a word. 
Brown. -**So’s mine, old man. Grand place!” 
(Exeunt congratulating each other.) r 
| New Rendering of ‘Cave Canem!” | Wanted, a Mailyphist! ¢ 
Magistrate Kennedy, after (uly and properly punishing the | [‘‘ Kaiser Wilhelm’s indignation burst forth in words which*éame ~ 
nt mother who thrashed a schoolmistress for having caned her child, from his heart, and which in the dignity of natural horror AY ll 
if expressed his ‘‘ private opinion ’’ that girls of years of age “ought | lost all the ordinary clothing of cant and diplomatic restraint.’’— 
i, not to be caned.”’] | Weekly Dispatch, July 8th.] 
‘‘Let dogs delight to bark and bite!" TIME was, when many a gifted scribe 
So runs the moral songster’s line. Of the laughing, chaffing, humorous tribé 
Yet human beings still (in spite | ’Gainst the Kaiser Wilhelm penned a jibe 
Of Watts’s hymns) show spite canine, With a venomous (yet vigorous) fist, 
The maddest dog could scarce be more Because that Emperor—highly strung 
Ferocious thau the matron wild Of temperament, and glib of tongue— 
Who cuffed, and scratched, and tore the sore Described as “‘a mail-gloved fist.” his young 
i Disciplinarian of her child! Strong brother’s staunch and rigorous fist ! 
| * Yet, despite maternal spite absurd, 1% : 
i His Worship thinks the “school-marm” erred! But William’s phrase we now advance 
: BR ete steealt As @ war cry meet for a grave mischance ! 
Hh, "Ths ‘ ba; ws, pe Ls “py e , ' Whether British Fists, or Fists o’ France, 
ie Th . ’ i ont . al de angie > eighty Rees Or Japanese Fists, or ‘‘ Jarmanie ’’ Fists, 
Pt A “pt phar “ie pee-entyh dee Ab, itly jawed Or Fists of Russia, take thé lead— 
ia 0 wget be ; y tak hee be— There’s for MAIL-GLOVED FIsTs a decided need 
“ie riper ae aches rigid: ia To determine each inharmonious deed 
iy" hae al fa ee ee | Of the rabid “ Righteous Harmony Fists ’’! 
KS For Cave Canem! soon is found 
i} By every teacher who the rod SS ae — 
ie Yith tu — ol and dread eschews : . Ex PRESIDENT ORANGE STEyYN has left Bethlehem—Bethlehem Pi 5 
tg | how t une ye us is Immaculate—without a Steyn. se 
; : ee —P——- 
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Beaten! 


(Kruger intends to retake Pretoria, 
and De Wet threatens to drive the 
British out of the country! — Vide 
Press. } 


Let Roberts quake within his shoes, 
And. Buller tremble, too ; 

And Methuen have “the blues,” 
For what can they now do ? 

Since Kruger says he will retake 
Pretoria, and De Wet 

The whole of our army will make 
Get out, and quick— you bet! 


Let Tommy put his rifle down, 
And own that he is ‘‘ done,”’ 

And, though he does it with a frown, 
Give up ev’ry big gun, 

For Kruger’s going to let us see 
That we have had our day, 

And great De Wet declares that he 
Will drive us right away! 


Much havoc] amongst life’s been 
wrought, 

Much money has been spent, 

And now it has all come to nought, 
Though done with good intent, 

For K. Pretoria will retake, 
De Wet’s threat never fails; 

On this anything you can stake— 
When guinea pigs have tails! 





Captain Slocum. 


_ [Captain Slocum, the American 
Military Attaché with Lord Roberts, has 
left Cape Town for London.] 


WE hope he’ll have a pleasant voyage, 
Devoid of any fear ; 

And that, instead of a Slocum, 
He’ll have a fast come here ! 





oo = 





Stubborn Steyn. 


: [Steyn ‘is reported to have taken flight 
_ to the mountains. | 


Ir matters not a little bit, 
Though stubborn is his will, 

It’s very certain that his path 
In life is now wphill. 











Japan (to the Powers).— All right, gentlemen; with your permission I will settle him.” 














A Fact. 


Smith (reading “ Punch” of 4th July).— Oh! come, I say! I read 
this joke, ‘Generally Called Bobs,’ in Fun the other day. I 
thought this paper was original.” 

Brown.—* Exactly! you'll find that joke in Fun of May 1st last, 
Unblushing commandeering, I call it,’ 














_THE Great Eastern Railway Company’s booklet, giving par- 
ticulars-of new Continental tours, via the Royal Mail Harwich and 
Hook of Holland route, is embellished with photographic views of 
Holland, Germany, Switzerland, and Norway. A perusal thrills 
one with pleasant anticipations. 














A Noble Fight. 


THE FIELD HOSPITAL ORDERLY AND OUR STRICKEN 
HEROES IN SOUTH AFRICA. — 


Nor a trim, nor a picturesque figure is he, * 
Now appearing in dingy attire, 

But a sallow-faced, tired out, wan-looking man, 
For his duties are ghastly and dire. 


Since our fine, gallant soldiers he patiently tends, 
Who with fortitude bear the worst pain ; ' 

With unselfish endeavour each other to help, 
They are cheery and never complain. 


Upon thoughts patriotic their visions oft dwell, 

Above all, when from life they must part ; 
The “ Victoria Cross ” seems to act as a spell 
On these love-stricken sons of our heart. 


When the fever enteric, appalling, broke out, 
Which in truth could not well be foreseen, 

By calamity frightful great numbérs were “ called ’’; 
In our wars, no such case has there been, 


Our physicians and surgeons grand efforts have shown, 
And our orderlies unflagging zeal, 

Who on duty have been thirty hours at a stretch ; 
So with this supreme crisis they deal. 


While courageous the Orderly faces his work ; 
At his post, aye, unflinching is he ; 

For his warfare with death, and his fights with disease, 
Our brave “Orderly” honour’d should be,—J. H. OAKLEY. 


ee 














Bits of China. 

A CHINESE “ feast of lanterns ” is presumably a light repast. 

Marchu (man chew) sounds a very cannibalistic place. 

Li Hung Chang is enlisting the black flags. This looks a Li(e) 
on the face of it, but it’s true. 

Mr. Clive Bigham just ‘‘ saved his bacon.” 

The ‘‘ Boxers ” and the Chinese troops seem to be “‘ falling out,” 
instead of falling in. 

“ Boxers ”’ to the last gasp~“undertakers. 
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THE INFANTILE IDEA. 


‘Oh, mamma, there’s a man playing cricket with a lady s bat!” 
Vengeance. ‘* Vengeance!”’ cried the Kaiser— 
‘VENGEANCE! cried the Kaiser :— ‘* My Power they dare defy ! ”’ 
And shook on high his sword, And Kurope rang 
And to his side With martial clang 


In warlike pride 
The German nations poured, 
And Asia, in amazement, 
And losing half her zest, 
Fell back a space 
And feared to face 
The warriors of the West. 
She heard them cry for battle ; 
She heard their ringing cheers; 
She heard their armour rattle : 
And thrilled with nameless fears. 
For Europe, self-reliant, 
And filled with sense of right, 
Alarmed the feeble giant, 
Whose eyes detest the light, 
Whose knife is the assagsin’s 
Who stabs but dare not fight. 
Then let the cannon roar 
Throughout the dying East— 
Let loose the dogs of war 
On carrion to feast : 
Strike low the loathsome beast 
That's rotten to the core | 





To hear his warlike cry. 
Across the plains of Asia 
The shout of Europe swept 
To where the swords 
Of Tartar hordes 
To slay the Christian leapt. 
The Great Bear cried for slaughter ; 
The Eagles screamed for war ; 
And, far across the water, 
Men heard the Lion roar. 
And, shoulder pressed to shoulder, 
The new Crusaders came ; 
Stern grew their frowns and colder, 
Above their eyes aflame, 
And swords were plucked from scabe 
bards 
To wipe away the shame. 
Then let the cannon boom 
Its thunders loud and stern 
Amid those scenes of gloom, 
And let the savage learn 
That they who ’gainst us turn 
But rush to meet their doom ! 


* Vengeance! ’’ cried the Kaiser— 
And at his martial cry 
The mighty West 
Upreared her crest 
And waved her sword on high, 
And all the East was shaken 
Her dusky millions paled— 
Before the sight 
Of Europe’s might, 
That never yet has failed. 
Then rose a sound of thunder, 
That swelled and still increased— 
Till terror mixed with wonder, 
Enveloped all the East. 
And over hill and valley, 
And over land and sea, 
To war all white men sally 
With banners floating free. 
Till China, faint and humbled, 
Bends low her stiffened knee. 
War, clad in all her charms, 
Springs fierce and swift and stern, 
And thrills with wild alarms 
The savages, who learn 
That they who ’gainst us turn, 
Need hearts as well as arms. 


‘“‘ Vengeance!” cried the Kaiser- 
And at the longed-for word, 
The Western knight 
Prepared to fight 
With martial ardour stirred. 
And Asia, in abasement, 
Fell prostrate to the ground, 
And grovelled there 
And cried: ‘‘ Oh, spare!” 
Before that martial sound. 
But heeding not her terror, 
Nor careful of her woe. 
To wipe away their error 
The Lords of Europe go. 
Nor shall they pause or falter 
Till China falls a wreck, 
And Europe puts the halter 
Around the Dragon’s neck.; 
For shall the white man, cringing, 
Cry peace at China’s beck ? 
No! Let his armies press 
Athwart that time-worn realm 
Until war’s storm and stress 
The Manchu overwhelm. 
Thén let him hold the helm, 
And Asia shall progress ! 


—_———eaee 
— 








The Gilbert’S-tear Case. 


Sarp Gilbert to the lady 
Who reproduced his play :— 
‘“T really think you’re acting 
In a very foolish way. 


‘You keep not my commandments, 
You donot what I say ; 
You’re altering my very words— - 
Come now, ’tis judgment day.” 
Said Justice to.the lady :— 
“* Now run away and play : 
Just how you like, for, by this script, 
Our Gilbert says you may.” 


The lady then to Gilbert 
Was almost heard to say : 
‘*Tt’s only a matter of time for me 
To say, ‘I wrote that play!’” 


Then Gilbert shed a bitter tear 
Observing by the way, 

‘* If ever I do win a case 
’T will be on Judgment Day.” 


—$—<——— 











Bisley Note. 


Ir isn’t always an Irishman who is 


most successful in “‘ making bulls.” 
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VENGEANCE ! 


“THE FIREBRAND OF WAR HAS BEEN HURLED.” 





(For Cartoon Verses, 
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| The “Fun” Club. an. 
FIFTH MEETING. 
Tux Club was as packed as an Irish jury what time Mr. Glad- 


stone was exhausting the resources of Civilisation. The press was 
terrific, it was a British and a free press, and it meant business. 
There was no moving anything larger than a vote of thanks, and a 
pro-Boer who tried to move an amendment was carried out unani- 
mously—on a shutter, It was a moving sight. Lords of the manor, 
to the manner born, forgot their manners and fought for the ices. 
Ladies in waiting flirted with the waiters, for youth will be served, 
even if old age has to go without. From this it will be seen 
that the (Quality was present as well as the quantity. The decora- 
tions were extremely chaste, especially the brass plate, 
which had been commandeered by a homicidal  klepto- 
maniac and chaste all over London. The Belgian Flag was 
used for a door-mat in honour of the Sipido verdict, while around 
the room were to be seen the Cabinets of Europe overloaded with 
broken chins, one very bandsome John Bhul cabinet decorated 
with Birmingham brass-ware being particularly admired. The 
Archbishop of York was to be heard earnestly interrogating the 
Lord Chancellor as to the Law with regard to brawling, while Mr. 


Bowles discussed sprats with Mr. Ritchie. The Bishop of London 
was heard explaining that, finding he was unable to keep’ his 
curate order, he was prepared to give advice gratis on Local 
Governm® while Mr. Hanbury and Lord Londonderry discussed 
tamps, before letters, and how to collect them while the public 
wait the kum of general conversation the still small voice 
of Olis ireiner was heard laying down International Law, as 
een th ‘h double-dutch spectacles, 
yi d the Olive branch of a distinguished family tree ; 
‘this War was a great mistake, a dreadful grievous mistake. Why, 
my part yot the worst of it, and some of our dearest friends 
are at the pro-ent moment doing what is, I believe, called time.’’ 
‘Shocking,’ said Mr. Stead; “ I have done time myself, on my 
head, and I know how unpleasant it is.”’ . ° 


‘Ah! my dear friend,” murmured little Olive, * but you, beauti- 
ful as you are, are only a Briton. I was speaking of the South 
African lutch, who are the cleanest, nicest, most intelligent, most 
modest, Unassuming, right-minded people on the face of the habit- 
able globe, and every bullet that kills an Africkander drives a nail 
into the cofin of the British Empire.” 

“There, | told you so,” said Mr. Courtney, with a wistful but 
unpleasant smile. * Now you have it from the authority !” 

‘She talks just like a picture book, doesn’t she?” said Mr. 
Lloyd- Jones, looking hastily and stealthily round to see if anyone 
Was going to throw anything. 

‘Ah, Miss Schreiner’s joking,”’ said Lord Rosebery, slily; ‘it’s 
only pretty Fanny’s way.” 

‘* My lord,” said the Belle of the Cape, ‘1 never joke. I have no 

. A waP > m8 : . ° : + 
ag te tag And my name isnot Fanny. Life, my lord, is a 
So it is,” said the Primrose of the turf sorrowfully; “ so it is, 


d that is Il mean exceedingly serious. ] Wish it wasn't ' 7? 
‘Can you tell me,” said the Archbishop of York, joining the 
Kroup, ac can you tel] me wher the ] ra Chancellor is 9% c 


‘Ah, who wants me?" exclaimed Yor i 
Ah, xclaimed Lord Halsburv, bustling up 
“ Why, vour grace looks worried | hl 
a Worried isn't the word for it. my dear friend,” said Eboracum 
sadly. ‘* Such goings on !. I never did. really—- never——.”’ ‘ 
wa Why, what on earth’s the matter?” said the Apollo of the 
Bench, ** nothing wrong in the Church, I trust ? ” 
sh Oh, ho,” said the Archbishop, ‘* of course not ; the Church is all 
— said the distinguished Prelate, “but a party of rank 
outsiders have been wrecking my dioces : i 
ing m} ocese. So I wish to cons ’ 
on a point of Law.” eatnaade ee 
“a » » °F an) ; b4 
i Proceed ! said the Legal Luminary, with a kindly smile 
Yes, but I don't want to ‘proceed’ if I can help it. It’s so ex 
pensive,’ pleaded the Primate of the North. 
“ et oy have they been doing?” said the man of Law 
arr ’ : 
ey've been breaking our ornaments i ' 
| ley’ vi orn s and destroyin 7e- 
yards,” said the man of Peace. a 
“Give ‘em in charge!" snapp 
} arge! snapped the caretak f 
oie. | PI aker of the Queen’s 
‘ ae uy é Can 4 ypbeg exclaimed the Prelate. 
erbainiy, rephed lord Halsbury; “ thre ; i 
. . e ; 
believe, the penalty !"’ «5 Poh en 
“ Hurray,” shouted the Archbis i 
ay, | the Archbishop, throwing ; mi j i 
snd ae oF terns P, ing his mitre in the air 


‘What’ thy matt r "1 tha = ++ . +? ve . 
rwith the old boy?” said Sir William Harcourt. 








« I’ve just made a little impromptu that will give you a good idea 
of what’s in his mind,” said Mr. William Watson. ‘I call it—— 


“oH LOR! 


(With apologies to the American Poet.) 


‘‘ Up spake the Archbishop of York: 
‘With Kensit the lor ort to tark, 
He ruins the scenery 
Of ev’ry deanery 
When he goes out for a walk! 
He says he’s a Protestant dove, 
That he’s simply created to love, 
But if I see more of him, 
I’ll have the lor of him!’ 
Said the Archbishop of York.”’ 


‘‘ And I don’t blame him! ’’ said Mr. Arthur Balfour; ‘it’s more 


than human nature can bear.”’ 
«Excuse me,” said Mr. Swift MacNeill to the First Lord of the 


Treasury, ‘‘but can you tell me when the private life of the 
Commander-in-Chief will be printed for circulation among the 
members of the House?”’ 

‘The answer to that question, sir,” said the blameless Arthur, 
‘‘ig the same as the answer to a question addressed to me a week 
ago on cordite!”’ 

“Then may I ask——” said Mr. Swift MacNeill. 

‘No, sir, you may not!’ cried Mr. Balfour; ‘‘certainly not. 
That question is a question which no right-minded man would put 
to anyone !”’ 

‘‘ But——”’ gasped the astonished Irishman. 

‘¢But me no ‘ buts,’”’ said the fiery Minister. ‘ I’m busy,” and 
so saying Mr. Balfour strolled leisurely away. 

“Ah,” said Lord Rosebery, ‘‘hear that? I like the tone 
Balfour takes immensely. Like King Hildebrand, in Gilbert's 
opera, dashed if he isn’t. I can hear him saying :— 


‘‘Oh, I’m a Minister up to date, 

And little inclined my plans to state, 

‘To fit the wit of a bit of a chit, 

And that’s the long and the short of it!’ ”’ 


“Yes, he’s pretty cool,” said Mr. Hanbury. “I wish I could 
catch the style.” 

‘‘T daresay you do,” said Sir William Harcourt. ‘ You'll want 
—_ sort of style. This Postal Business will teli agains: you at the 
polls.” 

‘Surely you won’t make a‘ party’ matter of it,” exclaimed Mr. 
Hanbury, reproachfully. 

‘** Of course, I shall,’ said Sir William. 
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j Poor sitio Private Atkins, of Birchwell Grammar School Cadet 
ee does not appreciate the new N.R.A. regulation changing 
1€ position at the 200 yards’ range from kneeling to standing. 
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“ By the bye,”’ said poet Morris; ‘‘I did a little thing on the 
subject which you might like to hear. I call it :— 
‘* HEY DOWN, LONDONDERRY ! 

“Duke of Norfolk went to fight— 
Patriotic, very ! 

Left us in a pretty plight— 

Postal Service vanished quite, 
In a manner merry. 

Seems to think it’s wrong to write 
Does Lord Londonderry.” 

‘So he does,” said Sir William Harcourt. ‘Takes it quite 

Mount Pleasantly, dashed if he doesn’t. But wait till I get to the 
olls!”’ 

a By the bye,” said Sir Henry Campbell-Bannerman. ‘ Anyone 

seen Burdett-Coutts? He’s in a fine way!” 

‘‘ What’s the matter with him ?’’ said Lord Kimberley. 

‘Matter with him? Why they haven’t put him on that 
Committee! ’’ cried Sir Henry; ‘‘ and it’s more than he can bear! ”’ 

‘‘ Well, it is ashame! I’ll mentionit at the polls! I'll make a 
note of it now!” said Sir William. 

‘‘ You see what cuts him so,” said Lord Rosebery, ‘is that 
‘commonsense’ part of the business. Lord Roberts said medical 
men and men of commonsense, and Coutts thinks he comes under 
the latter descripticn.” 

‘‘ Yes, I met him yesterday; he’s awfully upset,’’ said Mr. Alfred 
Austin. ‘ He stopped talking to me a long while, and wept to such 
an extent that, if I hadn’t put my umbrella up in time, he’d have 
spoilt my hat. Poor fellow! I couldn’t get him out of my mind, 
so I wrote a verse or two on him, which I will read you. The 
title is :— 

‘““CouTE Qui CoUuTE. 
‘‘ Said Burdett-Coutts : ‘You must admit I did my very best! 

I journeyed out to Africa and found a hornets’ nest. 

To say I found a mare’s nest there was neither wise nor witty, 

Buty anyway, I thought that I should be on the Committee. 

‘¢ To labour for my fellow men I never will refuse, 

And that is why I tried to wear Sir William Russell’s shoes! 

Said I, I’ll tell them all, and more, and so excite their pity, 

And then, of course, they'll put me on that Commonsense Com- 

mittee ! 
‘* But now like so much lumber I aside am roughly tossed, 

‘A Comedy of Errors’ that will mean ‘ Love’s Labour Lost!’ 

They spurn me in Belgravia, and they mock me in the City, 

And tell me that they mean to have a Commonsense Committee! ”’ 

‘* Yes,”’ said Lord Salisbury, ‘‘ Coutts was a leetle too hasty. He 
counted his chickens before they were hatched. It’s a common 
failing, even in the highest branches of Diplomacy.”’ 

‘You are alluding to Russia, I presume ?”’ said Lord Rosebery, 
with a Newmarket grin. 

‘* Verbum sap,’”’ muttered the old Diplomatist. 
this. Russia’s on the horns of a dilemma. 
expose her hand or lose the odd trick.” 

‘“‘ And the Japanese are trumps, I’ve heard,” said Lord Rosebery. 
‘*T should lead them if I were you.” 

“Just so!’ said the Prime Minister, with an evasive but very 
knowing wink. 

‘‘ By the bye,” said Mr. Alfred Austin, ‘‘I have jotted down 
rather a good idea in rhyme ; it bears on the subject :— 

‘* Said the Czar,.‘ Here we are! 

No offence I’m seeking. 
Still, you know, it’s a blow 

In a way of speaking), , 
When a chap sees the Jap 

Marching on to Pe-king! 
China’s old, and so’s Corea, 

Sick and weak and wheezy— 
And this Ja idea 

Makes a Japanesey!’ ”’ 

“‘T don’t think I quite see it,” said Lord Rosebery. 

“Pardon me,” said the Laureate. ‘‘ Japanesey !—Makes a chap 
uneasy. See?” : 

But with a howl of anguish the company rushed away to get an 
antidote. 


‘* But I may say 
She must either 


‘all respects. 


and she binds up his wound and gives him food. Ultimately she 
lets him escape from the vengeauce of her father and her sweet- 
heart, both of whom start off in hot pursuit. The interior of the 
Dutch farmhouse looks too clean for tne part, otherwise the play is 
excellently interpreted by Miss Burt and Messrs. Epitaux, Royston, 
and Harrison Hunter. T'he Private Secretary follows. The drollery is 
beyond description. Roars of laughter accompany the-course. One 
laughs until the tears flow freely. Mr. W.S. Penley as the meek’and 
mild curate is excruciatingly funny. Mr. Julian Cross could notbe 
better as Mr. Cattermole, and Mr. Fred Tyrrell does not overdo the 
snobbish tailor Gibson. The ladies Kirby, Frere, Daubency, and 
Travers are delightful. We hope Mr. Penley will proceed with these 
revivals, and include amongst them Charley’s Aunt. 


Houdini, the king of handcuffs, has been mystifying large 
audiences at the Alhambra during the pass week by the extra- 
ordinary manner in which he frees himself from all regulation 
manacles supplied by visitors to the theatre. Several new items 
and important changes will be introduced into the Alhambra pro- 
gramme this week. 


The Birkbeck Building Society has issued its 49th annual 
report. The latter discloses the total receipts at over eighteen 
millions, an item, having regard to the financial demands caused 
by the South African War, that may be considered satisfactory in 
The society has been in practical occupation of the 
new building since January Ist, and the increased accommodation, 
which was absolutely imperative, has been vastly appreciated by 
the public and the staff respectively. This new building is freehold, 
and when the final portion, with its extensive Holborn frontage, is 
completed, the entirety will prove to be a remunerative and 
valuable asset. 


Mrs. J. H. Oakley’s patriotic verses, entitled ‘‘ Our Heroes,” has 
been set to music by Arthur Stretton, director of the Royal 
Milttary College of Music, Kneller Hall. The collaboration of 
poetess and musician has proved to be an unqualified success. The 
music is written in march metre, and has caught the favour of all 
the military and naval stations, The chorus is quite catchy :— 


‘‘'Ye Sons of Empire wide and free, 
The world your prowess now doth see, 
Then onward ever Heroes bold, 
The scroll of glory now unfold.”’ 


The profits upon sales are to be devoted to the Officers’ Families 
War Fund. Copies have been accepted by H.M. the Queen and 
members of the Royal Family. The talented authoress, locally 
known as the ‘‘ Sussex Poetess,’’ has been favoured with letters of 
thanks. Copies of ‘‘Our Heroes” can be obtained from all the 
principal music-sellers, and also at the depdts of the war fund 
before-mentioned. The cover is embellished with an artistic 
grouping of the Union Jack, with the portrait of the Poetess and 
the latter’s autograph. 
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Waftings from the Wings. 


Mr. H. T. Jounson has availed himself of the material presented 
by the South African war to write a one-act play, A Boer. Meisje— 
pronounced missy—and Mr. W. 8S. Penley used it for a curtain 
raiser last Tuesday. Sympathy generated by love isthe theme. A 
young Boer girl left upon a lonely Dutch farm is suddenly accosted 
by a wounded British Lancer, who sinks: fainting upon a settle. 
She hesitates, but curiosity prompts her to search his pockets, from 
which she extracts letters. The latter are from his sweetheart and 
mother respectively. The girl’s feelings are finely worked upon, 





“Punch ” and “Fun”; or, “Should Auld 
Acquaintance be Forgot.” 


Ovug esteemed contemporary Punch, whose brilliant wit and 
humour has of late simply paralysed the civilised world, was, we 
were happy to find the other day, as full of Funm.as ever. Many of 
it’s most able contributors Were in years gone by recruited from our 
ranks; it is, therefore, only natural that even now the two oldest 
comic journals should have much in common, and that from time 
to time the “ long arm of coincidence ”’ should take up it’s pen and 
translate a joke from pure Fun into diluted Punch. Great minds 
think alike; and Punch has a great mind, we know, because he has 
lately told us so in the advertisement columns of our daily contem- 
poraries. Fun also has a great mind, but that goes (as well as ever) 
without saying—so in advertisements. Admitting all this, we 
must say that we were somewhat surprised to find how very much 
alike great minds are when they let themselves go. The following 
likeness really astonished us :— 


Extract From “Fun,” May 
ist Last. 


Illustration. 


‘“What does G.C.B. after 
Lord Roberts’ name mean ?”’ 

“Don’t you know, dear? 
Generally called ‘ Bobs.’”” 


EXTRACT FROM ‘“‘ PuncuH,” JULY 
4TH INSTANT. 


Illustration. 


“Why do they put G.C.B. 
after Lord Roberts’ name ?” 

“Oh, don’t you kncw that ? 
That means, ‘Generally called 
Bobs.’ ”’ 

If the present contributors to Punch protest that they know 
nothing of Fun, we are bound to believe them ; for, as a rule, they 
prove it to our complete satisfaction. But, in that case, the 
coincidence is more curious than ever, and we can only say, in the 
language of a forgotten era, ‘‘ Oh, scissors! ” 
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“On Things in General.” 
By Mr. “ Fun’s py: WASHERWOMAN, 


THERE is still a ray Of ’ope for the 
Europeans in Pekin, but wether this ray 
will spread into the light of freedom, or 
be blotted out with the blackest of 
clouds, it is unposserbel to say. Luckily, 
Prince Ching (chin(g)-chin(g), Prince !) 
is doin’ ’is dooty like a man, an’ General 
Yung Lu seems ‘‘a good old sort,”” But 
ain’t Prince Tuan a beast? Now that 
Russia ’as consented to Japan landin’ a 
large force, the Chinese looks as if they 
woud get smitten “hip an’ thigh.’ So 
smite it be! 

They ses that a ‘‘ new Klondyke” ’a5 
been diskovered in Lower California, ‘an 
that the early birds are ketchin’ nice fat 
wurms in the shape of gold galore, Three 
miners got £40,000 worth of gold dust in 
a few months. Not so ‘dusty,’ eh? 
Oh, gold, gold, yeller gold, wot makes 
man’s ’eart selfish an’ cold! 

I reads that the Czar ’as published a 
ukase abolishin’ ’xile to Siberia, with 
some ’xceptions. This is a case where 
such a wkase was much needed; an’ 
there’s no doubt that the Czaris a well- 
meanin’ man, though I can’t say the 
same for some of ’is advisers, who ’ave 
more of the fox than the bear in their 
nachur. 

My boy Sam ses that at the great 
athletick meetin’ at Stamford Bridge the 
Amerikans ran away with pretty well 
everything, an’ that it fair give ’im the 

—— we Vy ‘‘jumps’’ to see Kraenzlein go over the 

" AK TAS As AO ! MN w/ ©  & | ’urdles. All I can say is, I can’t think 
te ee yj he \ 4 ‘ow ’e coud get any pace on ’im, kon- 

: sidering ’e ’as to carry a name like that 

about with ‘1m! Ishoud say ’e’s of 

German-Dutch-Greek-Turkish  ’xtrac- 


shun. Anyway, ’e’s made a name for 
hisself in the athletick wurld. 

It ain’t long since the French War 
Minister resigned, an’ now General 
Jamont, the Commander-in-Chief, ’as 
follered in ’is footsteps. I’m afraid that 
all this means trubbel in the future, an’ 
trubbel that, p’r’aps, will koncern us. 
It’s only the Exhibishun weighin’ on 
OLD BAILEY REGRETS. their branes that keeps the French 
ines intie ia ie une 2 eople’s ‘eads a bit steady; direct 
_ hpi : edb ns —— k ae re agoin’ to pull the old place dawn! I’m blowed that’s removed, hehehentint Nenana will 

' CEOS § agoin | y, their wings flap, an’ they’ll be in- 
vitin’ some one or other to “ 5 Sol on!” 
unless they’re satisfied with peckin’ one 
anuther, wich is doubtful. 


AN DERSON’?S 


CITY OF LONDON | 


DRESSINGS FOR BOOTS AND SHOES 


OF HVERY DESCRIPTION. 
CITY OF LONDON GLOSS for every kind of Black Leather Goods. 
" ” SELF POLISHING WATERPROOF BLACKING produces a Brilliant Polish. 


f »  GLYCERINE CREAM (White and Black) for Cleaning and P 
oli best Gl : 
TAN OL Parting ® Brilliant Polish to all kinds of Brown Caatbie rein Rewudh welds. fevers = 
» OF 


BROWN LEATHER DRESSING, With either of these tw 
a 0 -articles, in two : 
Ask any Boot Dealer for ANDERSON’S goods, and be sure you got them. Annee. Deeks ene. Sent .f9 yer? 


SOUTH STREET, FINSBURY, LONDON. E.c. 






















































































a 
































